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Indeed he was not fighting with Contarini Fleming, but
with a demon that had usurped his shape.

' Come on, then,' he replied, with brisk confidence.

And I came, as the hail upon the tall corn. I flew at him
like a wild beast; I felt not his best blow, I beat down his
fine guard, and I sent him to the ground, stunned and giddy.

He was up again in a moment; and indeed I would not
have waited for their silly rules of mock combat, but have
destroyed him in his prostration. But he was up again in a
moment. Again I flew upon Mm. He fought with subtle
energy, but he was like a serpent with a tiger. I fixed
upon him: my blows told with the rapid precision of
machinery. His bloody visage was not to be distinguished.
I believe he was terrified by my frantic air.

I would never wait between the rounds. I cried out in
a voice of madness for him to come on. There was breath-
less" silence. They were thunderstruck. They were too
generous to cheer their leader. They could not refrain from
sympathising with inferior force and unsupported courage.
Each time that he came forward I made the same dreadful
spring, beat down his guard, and never ceased working
upon his head, until at length my fist seemed to enter his
very brain; and after ten rounds he fell down quite blind,
I never felt his blows ; I never lost my breath.

He could not come to time; I rushed forward ; 1 placed
my knee upon his chest. ' I fight no more/ he faintly cried.

1 Apologise,' I exclaimed ; ' apologise.'  He did not speak.

* By heavens, apologise,' I said, ' or I know not what I
shall do.'

4 Never!' he replied.

I lifted up my arm. Some advanced to interfere. l Off,'
I shouted; 'Off, off.' I seized the fallen chief, rushed
through the gate, and dragged him like Achilles through
the mead. At the bottom there was a dunghill. * Upon it
I filing the half inanimate body.